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enterprise, brimming with enthusiasm and hope.
Admiration for her own sacrifices she would not
tolerate. There was no sacrifice, she maintained. She
had been offered one kind of life and she had chosen
another. She had chosen the work that interested
her and the life she preferred; one could claim no
merit for that.
This peace of the happy warrior, she had, and also,
in a large measure, the vivid joy in everyday things
which some who have suffered long periods of im-
prisonment seem to retain in spite of trouble and
time. A sunny morning, an amusing encounter, a
friend's poem or story that she could praise, a clever
dramatic performance by the Fianna boys, the dis-
covery of a lonely glen, or an afternoon snatched from
political work to go sketching in the mountains—
such things were enough to fill her with the eager,
garrulous happiness of a child. Even in the last days
in hospital, sick to death, she was made happy by the
visits of her friends and their presents of scent and
flowers, and the plans they were making to take her
away to the country when she grew strong.
Was she sometimes tired ? The claims on her com-
passion and her help were unceasing. Her days were
a rush and whirl of urgent work; but it seemed as
though she loved it all and could not be happy at rest.
It was startling to hear that she said, in hospital, to a
friend: ' I long sometimes for the peace of the Re-
publican Plot/ Did Ireland take too much from her
and give too little ? No matter now; Ireland received,
freely and gratefully, all that she had to give, and
that was what she desired. Losing her life, she found it;
in suffering, she found happiness, and in battling for
Ireland, peace; and in death she has won the im-
mortality of a nation's love and praise.
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